THE PINE TREE LOVERS

KINOME came clattering along the village street,
holding a kite in her arms. Her red lips were pressed
together, and it was evident that that pretty maid
had seen something so wonderful that she longed
to tell some one all about it.

There was always one old man to whom she could
go. His name was Eaku. She loved him for many
reasons. He gave her sweet cakes, told her charming
stories, and, moreover, pulled extremely funny faces.

Kinome found Eaku sitting in his garden, looking
at the sea through a white cloud of cherry-
blossom. It seemed that the cherry-blossoms nodded
with approval as the bees murmured their last
evening song. Kinome heard the waves scamper
over the golden sand, and heard the stones laugh
softly together as they danced to the touch of white,
cool fingers.

Kinome stood and watched Eaku for some time.
Then she said : cc Honourable Raku, may I come in and
see you ? "

Raku rose and gave a profound bow as he rubbed
his hands over his knees in salutation.

" I was just wondering when you were coming to
see me," said the old man. cc Why, Kinome, what